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The season must be at its height, for Sit Hugh Seely is
here. Like Mr. Ivor Guest, his presence at a Continental
resort indicates that its barometer of social significance is
at its highest peak. Mr. Ralph Harbord and his sister
Betty are sure to be dining in Mrs. Beatrice Cartwright's
big party to-night. "Auntie B.," as you may sometimes
call her, is not nearly so imperious as she looks, has
a heart as well as a pocket of gold, and entertains truly
magnificently.

A quiet drink at Lady Lyons' table will pass a pleasant
hour before preparing for the gala dinner (same food as
usual with streamers and balloons added), Both she and
Sir Henry diffuse an air of solid tranquillity which is very
restful: he is a man, too, of immense energy, whether in
the field of insurance, polo, shooting, hunting or skis. He
built up what was probably the biggest personal business
ever known in the insurance world, having organised a
huge American connection. In the advertising world
Mr. George Kettle, head of Borland's, did much the
same thing.

"What shall we do to-day?" is your first thought
on waking up here, or rather on being wakened up,
for after your introduction to the "dark" life of St.
Moritz the latter office will probably be necessary on
the part of the hotel staff. Insist that they wake you
by a personal entrance to your room, not by tinkling
a telephone in the ear, a reprehensible habit with
many Continental night porters unless previously
warned.

Springing out of bed, what do you see?   Snowy